Long curving ascents, at the top

A gap in the forest-wall,

And through it a vista, far seen,

Of deep-bosomed hills, splashed here and there with the

sunlight,

Of winding rivers that gleam in the valleys,
Of tiny green fields by the forest-girt hamlets:
A goodly land, and a fair,
This land of Seoni.

THE TENT-DOOR

THROUGH the wild and exultant flame of our fire
Is fitfully seen the high black wall of the mountain,
Its edge pine-fringed,
Its summit a steely point on the stars:

Beneath, the snow-swollen torrents roar
Rending the night with their solemn thunder:

Around us, the sombre pine-stems
Are dyed to a dull red glow in the flames,
And afar, through the long-fingered branches,
The high snows gleam.

An owl hoots sudden o'erhead:

From far up the cliff an answer returns.

The night is awake, the darkness ablaze,
With the presence and splendour of God.
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